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the VOLCANIC LAND of MYSTERIOUS GREEN SMURfS 


The Smurfs were going on a trip. They were walking in 
single file across a volcanic land, through forests as rich as 
truffles, and caverns as brief as cheeseburgers. Was this a 
dream or foggy, embellished reality? Could Smurfs ever leave 
their home like this and go to such a place? With good reason, 
with good reason. 

It was possible that a lone Smurf started this. He (as it 
is always a he) was overly curious, curious with an inner 
gumption that one could call rather feverish; un Smurfy. He 
needed to discover something deep in the woods. Perhaps this 
was a later episode, when characters like a live human boy and a 
mute fairy named Laconia were introduced. 

There were trolls, eyes that glowed in the dark, wild 
boars who whinnied like bags of rabid sand and wolves with 
teeth which gleamed fetid and strobelike in the half-second 
dilation of cartoon continuity. All 1 know is that one Smurf fell to 
the lure of mystery; of power. 

He walked through a portal, or rubbed an amulet, or 
even ate a mushroom which brought him to be transported into 
this barren dimension where the skies hung like so much ancient 
lingerie, a purple, poisoned hue. over the black rocks. He 
wandered on the surface of this land, disoriented yet filled with 
excitement. He seemed alone; true, there were no trees, no 
flowery streams, the rustle of rabbit ears—yet these colors, 
these smells we would never know. The air poured arid over the 














black rocks as if it came from some penultimate vent...like a 
machine under the earth pumping out the silence of wind and 
rocks, pulsing in their emptiness he could drown in. Soon he 
would be hungry. But this could wait. 

As one could expect, the Green Smurfs, unlike the Blue 
Smurfs, lived underground. There was something sinister about 
their society. Some (literally) caught wind of the blue Smurf, 
having tripped in one of the tunnels leading to their 
honeycomb-like nexus where strange engines allowed carts to 
groan along suspended bridges. Jit by fuming filaments in 
urinal tubes...It was very much Dickens, this place. The blue 
Smurf was captured, and held for interrogation. Officials 
wearing elaborate purple gear (unlike the utilitarian stocking 
caps and longjohns of the Blues) took turns watching the soiled 
blue Smurf twitch with hunger in his narrow bamboo cage 
suspended in what was like a cathedral of stalagmites and 
behemoth machinery. Every surface crawled with pipes. 

Papa Smurf, the only Smurf to have facial hair (which 
brings us to the question of arrested development among the 
tribe) frequently recieves knowledge of the misfortune of 
individual Smurfs, through something which may be telepathy, or 
knowledge of the dark arts...(how else could they compete with 
that Smurf hungry wizard Gargamel for breathing space?)-Papa 
Smurf, intuiting that this was a matter of mucho huge priority, 
mobilized the tribe of the remaining 99 Smurfs (plus one 
Smurfette) to make the trek through the Belgian forest to an 
Avalon like region of limbo where multitudinous dimensions 
converge like giddy drugged tongues. For Papa Smurf had 




















obtained knowledge that the tribe of Green Smurfs wanted to 
enter the land of Blue Smurfs—a land of great fecundity in 
fauna, flora, and boopishly innocent poontang. Yes. the Green 
Smurfs^remember: Smurfette was a homunculus conjured by 
Gargamel to lure smurfs to his lair—one does not naturally 
occur)-yes-the Green Smurfs did not have a Green Smurfette. 
Naturally, the Green Smurfette would have black hair and 
sideways glances-)?one was to exist, which perhaps further 
motivated the Green Smurfs to pillage medieval Earth. 

Which leads us back to the beginning. The task of 
rescuing the lone blue Smurf and defending their land was large 
enough to require the entire tribe of Papa to follow him single 
file into the dimension of lavalike black frosting and arid, 
lonesome, whistling wind. Naturally, this journey was punctuated 
with choruses of "Is it a long way, Papa Smurf?” After this was 
repeated several times. Papa would briefly hemmorage his 
coarse blue voice into the punchline: "Yes-yes it is!" 

To make a way too long story short, it is possible that 
somehow these Green Smurfs merged their souls with the Blue 
Smurfs and became new, well balanced Smurfs...but think I'm 
confusing this with something else. I just remember how perfect 
and overcast the sky was on their way to this other dimension. 
The feeling of furnaces and rough, heavy metal be!ls...0ooooo 
how my blood just groans in harmony with such lands. This was 
the Smurfs like never before. 

But I think I'm confusing this with something else. 

Anyway, somehow the Blue Smurfs escaped, taking the 
weary, hungry hostage to his home. They did not Transform the 
Greens to live the pastoral life. They did not break the Green's 






Transylvanian network of hoses and sap*crusted spigots-.They 
just left them there, with the memory of another land of green 
leaves and breeze and blue skin with its peculiar bread-like 
incense—the berries used as deodorant...those panties with 
ruffles and high heeled shoes. What was that dream? 








Mushroom Disaster 


I walked out onto the sunny grass, still coated in a 
layer of dew. It smelled all sweet and wet, and the thousands 
of floppy leaves gently rubbed against eachother creating a 
sensation of peace which I would normally enjoy, but this 
threedimensional Smurf Portal was riveting. 

What at first was a squat, somewhat rounded 
doorway floating like television ether in mid air, now had 
more of a domestic structure coalescing around it. Before 
you know it, Albert, Uncle and 1 were standing before a fair 
sized mushroom-house. It was bigger than a car but smaller 
than a car garage. The Smurfs which 1 could see huddled 
inside, almost formally standing in a line, were obviously in 
distress. The Apocalypse had manifest in their dimension in the 
form of a grisly war and they had been huddled inside, 
knowing they were surrounded. It was a battle of wills who 
would open the door and turn into Swiss Cheese (or would it 
be Bleu?) first. 

Something about this coalition of Smurfs reminded 
me of high school; in particular, a high school Prom. One of 
the Smurfs, named Brendan, was standing in a hushed circle, 
slightly swaggering as if he was drunk. He tightened the bow- 
tie he was wearing, which was made out of a satiny but 
textured burgundy acrylic. His suit was lavender, and lush, 
covered in paisley designs. His wing-tips were ancient and 
gorgeous like a cracked, discolored film of a redwood forest. 





He buttoned the brass buttons across his diaphragm, sealing 
himself inside his funeral outfit. He was determined to die in 
style. He was determined, like a paratrooper, to pop out of 
that door and face death at a hundred miles an hour. 

The Smurfs in his circle were hushed and nervously 
tapped at his shoulders and used their eyes in a way that 
begged him to reconsider. A female Smurf nodded with the 
rest of them, looking all too human and threedimensional. 

"But in Serbia..." one of the Smurfs stoutly 
continued a political discussion in the background, dead-set to 
keep his corner of the round, dimlylit room sane, where the 
war is larger than this." 

Brendan smoothed his hands over the trim sable 
lapels of his jacket. His hands no longer seemed so blue. He 
had five fingers; not four. 

1 too, didn't want to see Brendan rush into certain 
death. It was strange, because, although 1 was standing in this 
open doorway, 1 could tell that the peace of my uncle s sunny, 
tropical backyard was not what Brendan was seeing on the 
other side of the door. 

1 tried to speak to him through this membrane of 
impossible toothpaste space. 

"You could run out the back (of the mushroom), in 
the other direction. You don't have to die." 

Brendan seemed to hear me. overcome by a wave of 
feverish exhalation; he became slack in his lavish shoes. He 
turned through an oval Romanesque archway which was also 
my uncle's doorway... 







The smoke was filtering in from under the quaint 
wooden shutters, a smell of fetid gunpowder and mud. 1 
moved away from the door and the smoke continued around 
me. those Safeway parking lot fires like pyres of notebooks 
and crusty milk cartons and bottlecaps. 























RN ANONYMITY REMINISCENT OF SPIES 

1 open the door. 1 see that her face is exotically smeared 
with mineral resources. She looks inside the house, past my 
shoulder where a dark crescent marks the cottonweave sea of 
plaid where drool, by patent, has escaped in a routine forty 
eight minute nap plagued by vivid death, poltergeist-oriented 
nightmares. 

She is not wearing her glasses. She squints, resembling a 
furry nocturnal trasheater. past my shoulder to the interior dim 
stacks of books and upholstery samples which give the illusion of 
passageways. A candle and a fortywatt bulb with conical shade 
the color of ear wax and manila envelopes are on. 

She enters the olfactory barrage of saltines. noodles in 
beer and the fresh black plastic of a new ink cartridge of a dot 
matrix printer festooned with generations of dried soapsuds 
like fossils of sea anemones. 

1 find myself momentarily intoxicated by her mimosa perfume 
as she shuffles past me in my uncertain gait, proceeding with 
the repetitive computer-generated floral matrix of her timely 
rayon and chiffon dress toward the photocopied and framed 
portrait of Alexander Graham Bell. 

She grabs me by my shoulders, the film of mica and 
aluminum lake feverishly glistening on her face as if it is the 
aftermath of a volcanic eruption of pollen and glycerin from a 
queen bee petrified through drought. 

She holds a knife to my throat; on second glance 1 notice it is 
an exact replica of a Colt 47 revolver eroded into the shape of 
an arrowhead by constant and probably extraneous sucking 
causing her molars to smart and induce slight twitches around 





her eyes as the (sic) knife is galvanized out of corn syrup, 
peppermint extract and numerous additives 1 have neglected to 
memorize creating the illusion of alabaster, elephant tusk. 

She gives the icon a delirious slurp of her tongue, her eyes, 
all the while, hazel and viscidly riveted to the composure of my 
lips, my retinal disparities and the basal temperature of my 
Kundalini where her other hand applies gentle tapping motions 
as if communicating to me in Morse Code diagnosing my 
conjunctivitis which is preventing my blinks from the proper, you 
could say semaphore to transcribe or render the simplicity of 
form of an obelisk which contains what we have both been 
striving for with bated, flustered, incoherent weekly lessons 
when it seems saying binkywink buttocks and giggling would be 
enough-or even "no pedestrian buttocks" after we're exhausted 
our uninhibited capacities to simply pace past the business 
modules proudly displaying their implicit modular geometry like 
Marquam from overgrown incomplete lattices of rose function 
foliage which line the streets to my cul desac where she stands 
awaiting me to approve of her initial fraternization. 

It is not customary for a pupil to be contacting me during 
the Prime Time Sweeps Week, a sonic Methuselah moving sluglike, 
like hot air balloons after landing and losing their fuel which she 
defies as she gawks toward a picture on the wall, the impact of 
her presence acquiring an anonymity reminiscent of spies. 





Also in this series: 

The "War of the Disgusting 
HUMAN CHEESE MOLD 

My Life As Jesse Costco, or what I did once I got off the bus to L.A. 
The High Floaters Start Over 
Math Punks! 


Cheapo! (50 c each) Collect Them All! 

(All as of June 2000. More to Come!) 
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